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Editorial 


Of friends and gifts received 


T ike many boys, I used to hate receiving clothes as gifts. I 
Le always felt somehow cheated. After all, my parents had to 
buy me clothes anyway, didn’t they? Some gift, I’d complain. 

This response was a reflection of my boy world, but I had 
another entirely different one that occurred simultaneously that I 
kept to myself. Whenever my sister would open up her presents 
and reveal some pretty piece of clothing that my parents bought 
for her, I’d always think how happy I'd be if that dress or that 
skirt or those slippers had been under the tree for me. I wanted 
them so much it almost hurt. Much of the pleasure of receiving 
gifts is removed when you know you'll never get what you 
want, and can’t even express your desire for it. 

Ihad to wait until I was 24 before I received my first gift 
of feminine clothes. The gift was given to me by a couple, the 
first people I told about my transgenderism. It consisted of a 
brilliant purple garter belt and fish net stockings. They were not 
the sorts of things I customarily wear, but I loved them anyway. 
The female half of the couple had included a note which said, 
“All my love and support. I am privileged you let the cat out of 
the bag to me.” The fishnets have long since been discarded, but 
as long as I live I’ll never part with the garter belt. 

The second gift arrived soon after the first, and was also 
the result of my telling another couple with whom I was friends. 
This gift consisted of bottles of nail polish, small items really, and 
yet they packed an emotional punch for me because they told me 
that these friends I had been afraid of losing were standing 
beside me also. 

I continued to tell friends about my transgenderism, but 
after that initial surge of support the reaction was mostly silence. 
People pretended, the next time I saw them, that nothing had 
happened. The courage I had mustered was never acknowl- 
edged, not even through words. Not surprisingly, to this day the 
people who gave me the gifts are my closest friends and under- 
stand my head space best of all. 

Recently a friend phoned me and apologized for missing 
my birthday. She had a barely perceptible edge of excitement in 
her voice that told me she was up to something. Years ago I had 
complained to her about my childhood frustrations at not getting 
the gifts I wanted and that what I had wanted most of all was a 
pair of pink ballerina slippers. Now my feet had grown so large 
that I’d never have a pair. Well, she had done it, she announced. 
She had just been at a dance boutique, and had ordered pink 
ballerina slippers, specially made for me! I haven’t got them yet, 
but just thinking of what she’s done gets my eyes all teary. 

For a trans person, these kinds of gifts are very powerful. 
They tell us that we're all right just the way we are; they ease old 
pains and injustices that we've felt; and they tell us that we have 
good friends that support us. It's a lot of joy to come out of a 
garter belt, stockings, nail polish and ballerina slippers. 


Teddy Michaels 
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Folk Tales 


Collateral damage 


Sometimes innocent people get hurt. 


By Danielle Delire 


I'd like to start off by stating, ILOVE HEELS! More precisely, I 
love me in heels. I love the feel and look of my little ankles 
adorned with those strong, delicate straps and I love the clickety- 
clack of a dainty pair of mules across the kitchen floor. I like to 
think that I have become proficient in the art of walking stylishly 
and elegantly in three-inchers and have even surprised myself on 
the dance floor once or twice. Being aware that the first rule of 
our people, right up there with “blend, blend, blend”, is to avoid 
placing oneself in a dangerous situation while en femme, I never 
really took the time to practise. 

One evening, after one of my magic mirror sessions, I 
decided to take a stroll through my neighbourhood. Having done 
it before, I was pretty sure I would be safe; I live in a nice, quiet 
part of town. Being a little insecure about my “passability” (Oh! 
You too?), I kept myself to a low profile, you know, not staring 
and walking the walk, the kind of outing that I am sure a lot of us 
folk enjoy. 

Coming to the end of the block and looking around the 
corner, I noticed two young fellows at the end of the fire lane. 
They seemed to be excited about something. This got my atten- 
tion. When one of them said “There he is” and they started 
running my way, I responded by turning about and quickly 
walking away. Rather than risk a twisted ankle or worse, I pro- 
ceeded to remove my wedge sandals and then ran like the devil 
was after me. Bad idea! Sprinting on bare feet without warming 
up or stretching is a bad, bad idea! I heard and felt the SNAP in 
my ankle, then I lost all control and felt the concrete of the 
sidewalk on my wrists and knees. 

Disoriented (and not a little pissed off), I braced myself 
for a brawl. This was not to happen for those boys were running 
after a friend of theirs in a car; they didn’t even notice me. I made 
my way home as best one can with a ruptured achilles tendon, 
and must have looked like a drunken, cursing quasimodo in drag. 
Fortunately, I made it the few blocks home without drawing too 
much attention (I think), and managed to change, wash, and 
drive myself to the emergency wing. Within twenty four hours I 
had surgery and my leg was put into a cast for six weeks. 

I guess it could have been worse, eh? 


Danielle is walking without her cast now, and even manages a stylish 
sway in pumps. She lives in Edmonton. 
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In Brief 


Teaching tolerance 


At its annual meeting in Toronto 
in August, 96% of the delegates 
of the Elementary Teacher's 
Federation of Ontario endorsed a 
resolution to encourage school 
boards to provide materials for 
pupils that reflect "lesbian, gay, 
bisexual and transgender reali- 
ties." Debate on the issue was 
brief, but emotional, with only 
one delegate speaking out 
against the resolution, saying 
that it would be more appropri- 
ate for parents to educate their 
children at home about "alterna- 
tive lifestyles." Federation presi- 
dent Phyllis Benedict said that 
parents would be informed about 
the curriculum taught to their 
children. Although the resolution 
was greeted with mild disap- 
proval in the editorial pages of 
newspapers days later, it's still a 
remarkably brave position for an 
elementary teacher's union to be 
proposing. The union has a 
lesbian, gay, bisexual and 
transgender committee. 


The Workplace 


In San Francisco... 


Effective July 1st this year, the city 
of San Francisco's workers’ health 
plan will permit city employees to 
claim up to $50,000 of the cost of 
sex reassignment surgery. The 
news was widely reported in 
tones of shocked disbelief disbe- 
lief, as if everyone was now prone 
to running off and changing his or 
her sex. Mark Leno, a member of 
the city's Board of Supervisors, 
reassured the anxious public: 
“This is a medically diagnosed 
condition - gender identity 
disorder. One does not enter into 
this cavalierly.” The city currently 
has about a dozen transgender 
employees on its payroll. 


A Good Idea After All? 


In June, Time magazine included a 
story on GenderPAC's Riki 
Wilchins in their series on innova- 
tors. Readers may recall that 
Wilchins was widely critized in 
the trans community for directing 
GenderPAC away from exclu- 
sively trans issues to the general 
protection of all who transgress 
stereotypical concepts of gender. 
GenderPAC's direction clearly has 
the potential to bring the issue of 
gender to a broader segment of 
the American population. The 
article reports that GenderPAC 
has received donations from 
American firms such as American 
Airlines and Verizon and has a 
yearly budget of $250,000. Cer- 
tainly the conservatives have 
noticed. Before GenderPAC's 
Congressional Gala last May, the 
Culture and Family Institute 
charged that GenderPAC was 
promoting "Gender Confusion 
Day on Capitol Hill". Said 
Wilchins, "Actually, that could be 


our motto.” 


In Georgia... 


Item in the Workplace News of 
August 2001, under the column 
title Wacky Workplace: "Halfway 
through Tori Rotschafer's gender 
reassignment surgery, his em- 
ployer's health insurance, Kaiser 
Foundation Health Plan of 
Georgia, stopped paying for the 
sex-change. Rotschafer says he 
(sic) can't pay for the rest of the 
operation on his own - it could 
cost up to $180,000 - so he'll sue 
Kaiser. Kaiser claims it was 
misled as to the true nature of the 
surgery and stopped paying 
when it found out. Lawyer R. Hal 
Meeks Jr. says the benefits con- 
tract is clear: Kaiser does not pay 


The Burqa 


The Weekly Telegraph reports that 
the Taliban's insistence that all 
Afghan women wear the burqa is 
proving detrimental to their 
security arrangements. The 
smothering garment, which 
conceals everything but a person's 
eyes, has proven to be an ideal 
disguise for Western correspond- 
ents seeking to smuggle them- 
selves into Afganistan. The BBC's 
World Affairs Editor John 
Simpson claimed that he anda 
news cameraman successfuly 
wore burgas to get into the 
country from Pakistan. "For the 
entire length of our journey, no 
one even looked at us,” he said. 
This may seem surprising, since 
both are over 6 feet tall. However, 
the idea that a man would imper- 
sonate a woman is probably 
inconceivable in an oppressively 
masculine country like Afghani- 
stan in which a woman's lot is so 
difficult. There is no requirement 
in Islamic teaching for the Taliban 
to have issued this edict. 


for employee's sex change opera- 
tions.” 

Hard to figure this poorly 
written claptrap out. How do you 
stop half way through surgery? 
How can it cost $180,000? (The 
news from San Francisco put the 
cost at between $37,000 for male- 
to-female and $77,000 for female- 
to-male.) How does an insurance 
company that's in the kind of 
business that throws nickels 
around like manhole covers, get 
"misled" about a sex change? Oh 
yeah, this one's definitely going 
to court. 

Check the fine print on 
your policies! 
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Keep Talking 


Television evangelists Jerry 
Falwell and Pat Robertson said 
liberal civil liberties groups, 
feminists, homosexuals and 
abortion rights supporters bore 
partial responsibility for the 
terrorist attacks on New York 
September 11th. 


Prison Gender Trouble 


A cypriot trans woman jailed for 
fraud was pardoned because 
prison authorities couldn't decide 
whether the convict was a he ora 
she. 

Alexia Angelodimou was 
put in the prison theatre because 
wardens were unsure whether to 
send the prisoner to the female or 
male wing. Alexia, 35, looks and 
acts like a woman, but is legally a 
man. Alexia was conditionally 
pardoned in July. 


Mr. Dressup Dies 


A friend of mine phoned to 
remind me to honour in some 
small way Ernie Coombs, Cana- 
da's Mr. Dressup, who died 
September 18th. I hadn't watched 
Mr. Dressup, the kid's show that 
Mr. Coombs hosted for about 30 
years, but I still remember another 
old trans friend gleefully calling 
it, "transvestism for children”. I 
wasn't sure how many others saw 
it that way, but while reading the 
many outpourings of grief from 
adults who had watched Mr. 
Dressup as children, I came across 
this observation: "One friend 
joked with me this week that Mr. 
Dressup had a profound influence 
on his life. ‘I learned that it was 
OK to dress up in women's 
clothing.” 

So, a salute to Mr. Dressup, 
Ernie Coombs, a true friend to all 
children. 
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Micheline Update: One Battle Won 


Micheline Montreuil, whose story appeared in the last issue of Triple 
Echo, has won a victory in Federal Court over the Canadian Human 
Rights Commission, which had argued that Micheline needed to file a 
grievance in her birth name of Pierre if she wanted to have her case 
heard. The complaint to the Commission was in regard to an allegation 
by Micheline that the National Bank denied her an entry level job after a 
newspaper article reported on her trans life. 

The Human Rights Commission said the complaint was rejected 
because the agency is bound by Quebec law to only accept grievances 
filed in a birth name. Micheline has been trying for almost four years to 
have her name legally changed but her application has been repeatedly 
rejected by Quebec's Registrar of Civil Status. In her ruling released in 
late August, Justice Daniele Tremblay-Lamer wrote, "I find it surprising 
that the commission, which requires flexibility and tolerance from 
everybody, has become so conventional in dealing with this case." 


Celluloid Heroines 


More trans stories on television and in the movies! 

On television, Toronto native Helen Shaver is cast as a transsexual 
opposite Richard Dreyfuss in the CBS series The Education of Max 
Bickford. Max is an old fashioned kind of guy, a college professor who 
realizes times are changing. He’s not too happy about it either. Shaver's 
character Erica is an old friend of Max's and she serves as one of a 
number of examples of modern life that Max isn't too thrilled about. 
"You decide to be a woman, fine," Max says, "Don't expect me to be all 
right about it." So far, the treatment of transsexuality is respectfully done, 
but it will be interesting to see where it goes from here now that the 
disruption in Max's life has been established. Will Erica be a fully 
rounded character, or simply a foil for Max? 

Helen Shaver achieved some earlier notoriety by playing a lesbian 
in the 1986 movie Desert Hearts. 

In the movies, the gender flick of the year is undoubtedly Hedwig 
and the Angry Inch. Originally a cabaret show that became an off-Broad- 
way rock-opera, the film version premiered in January at the Sundance 
Film Festival, where it won awards for audience choice and best director 
in a drama. The story concerns a boy from East Berlin who undergoes a 
botched sex change operation and comes to America in pursuit of love 
and rock and roll stardom. 

Hedwig is a complex character, and while there is a little of the 
camp of Priscilla, Queen of the Desert in the movie, ultimately her battle 
for acceptance as a transsexual is a welcome step forward in the depic- 
tion of trans people on film. 


John Cameron Mitchell as Hedwig. 
Mitchell also co-wrote and directed 
the film. 


In Brief 
Trans History 


In counterpoint to the welcome direction of the new 
trans cinema, we revisit The Damned, directed by 
Luchino Visconti who was born 95 years ago on 
November 2nd, 1906. 

In The Damned, which opened in New York in 
December 1969, the corrupt youth of World War II 
Germany are embodied in the character of Martin 
(played by Helmut Berger) and his personal moral 
deterioration is symbolized by the decadence of his 
female impersonation. Martin becomes progressively 
more depraved, first in his cabaret impersonation of 
Marlene Dietrich, then in molesting a little Jewish 
girl, in raping his own mother, and finally in forcing 
her and her lover to commit suicide. Visconti deliber- 
ately confuses sexual and political realities and 
falsifies the gay and trans milieu for sensationalistic 
effect. 

Rebecca Bell-Metereau in her book Hollywood 
Androgyny observes: "Whatever Visconti's motives, 
the misogynist overtones in the arrangement of ‘facts’ 
are typical of cross-dressing movies of the day. It 

seems that, having acknowledged the psychopathy of 
ertain homosexual or transvestite characters, film- 
hakers were searching for a readily identifiable 
source of blame; the loved and hated mother was an 
ideal culprit in numerous films of the late sixties and 
early seventies.” 


Could be something to this... 


I was reading what I thought was a nonsensical piece 
on how your choice of e-mail font revealed your 
personality. Fonts supposedly act as “a form of social 
coding" to classify users, according to psychologist 
Aric Sigman in a report commissioned by Lexmark 
Printers. The article claimed that men supposedly 
prefer their fonts rectilinear, while women like them 
more rounded, with a pronounced tail. Rounded 
forms are friendly because they suggest human faces. 
Well, this sounded like a bunch of hooey to me until I 
read that a font like Palatino suggests sexual ambigu- 
ity. Hmmm. Since day one the primary font used 
throughout Triple Echo has been Palatino. 


Woman Relieved Dr. Hayley's miracle tonic 
sl Agonizing re stops transgender itch. 


"For years | suffered the 


indignity of transgender Dr. Hayley says, "Be visible!" 


itch. Now | go where | want 
with complete confidence!” 
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Biography 


The Honourable 
~ Member from 
East Hastings 


Was John White Canada’s first transgendered Member of Parliament? 


He Canada already had its first transgendered 
ember of Parliament? 

John White was the Conservative MP for East 
Hastings - a riding in Eastern Ontario - from 1871 
until his defeat in 1887. His solid if unspectacular 
career under Prime Minister Sir John A. MacDonald 
was notable primarily for his support of Indian and 
women’s issues. His obituary, printed in the Belleville 
Intelligencer October 5, 1894, noted the remarkable 
number of women present at his funeral. It was not 
surprising for one who was often heard to say, “give 
me the ladies on my side and I don’t care much for 
the men.” 

John White’s story had some intriguing holes 
in it that puzzled Queen’s University history profes- 
sor Don Akenson. Akenson had an interest in [Irish 
immigrants to Canada and in the course of his study 
he came across an item about Eliza McCormack, a 
transman who got into a little trouble in the late 
1840s. Eliza had a habit of wooing young women in 
Hamilton, Ontario and had proposed marriage to no 
less than three of them. He was posing ina variety of 
personas, but mostly as a “gentleman of property” 
newly arrived from Ireland. One woman, not so 
green in these matters as perhaps Eliza thought, had 
suspicions about his sex and reported him to the 
authorities, whereupon his story entered the histori- 
cal record through an item in the Hamilton Spectator 
in January 1847. No one showed up at his hearing to 
make a formal complaint, however, and so he was 
freed. 


Akenson knew the name McConmack, like 
White, was a County Donegal Protestant name. 
Located in the province of Ulster, Donegal had 
suffered some of the worst effects of the Irish famine. 
In the incomplete mortality records of the time, 
Akenson nevertheless located a note recording the 
death of “John White, young man, about fifteen or 
sixteen.” Subsequent investigation revealed this John 
White had a sister named Eliza, just one year 
younger than John. 

The rest of the evidence is compelling. The 
White family emigrated from Ireland in 1846. The 
travel documents list John White, Sr, who was a 
widower, and his four sons, including the deceased 
John White, Jr as passengers on the Kingfisher. There 
is no mention of Eliza. Upon arrival in Canada, the 
Whites were quarantined, as so many Irish immi- 
grants were, at Grosse Isle, in the St. Lawrence River 
south of Quebec City. Once released from quarantine, 
there is no further mention of John White in the 
historical record until the mid 1850s, when he reap- 
pears with, as Akenson says, “money in hand”. 

Meanwhile, Eliza is fairly active until that 
time. After the escapades that landed her in the 
newspapers, she put on her skirts and made her way 
to Toronto where, in the business of servicing men, 
she encountered a prominent Orangeman named 
Ogle Gowan. Akenson thinks this was a crucial 
meeting and changed Eliza’s direction in life. In his 
book, At Face Value, in which he imagines the details 
between the hard facts of John White’s story, Akenson 
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conjectures that Eliza switched back to being John: “It 
was at this period in my life that my heart forever 
ceased to resist the pulls that nature exerted upon it.” 

With money in hand, John White begins 
establishing an honest reputation for himself. He 
changes the date of his arrival to Canada to 1850, 
thus covering up the years he spent as Eliza, and 
joins the Orange Order, thereby making a political 
career possible. (In modern day Canada, one tends to 
forget how large a role the Catholic and Protestant 
rivalries played in this country around the time of 
Confederation.) As an Orangeman, he had ready 
access to other prominent Orangemen, including 
future Prime Minister Mackenzie Bowell, who at that 
time was editor of the local paper, the Belleville 
Intelligencer. 

Any respectable member of the Belleville 
citizenry would be expected to take a wife and John 
White does so in 1856. Although how he came to do 
so remains factually uncertain, there are many 
examples of 19th century transmen who made 
matches with women and so presumably it was not 
impossible. It is more difficult to explain the children 
he and his wife had. Akenson’s theory is that they 
secretly adopted children that had been produced 
from the union of prominent white men in the com- 
munity and the local Mohawk girls who worked in 
town but lived on the nearby reservation. These 
babies were not wanted in either the white or Indian 
communities. John White was respected amongst the 
Mohawks, and he spoke highly of their integrity. 
While in Parliament, he often defended the interests 
of the Indian nations and during the revision of the 
Indian Laws the chiefs made a special point to visit 
him in his office in Ottawa. 

John White also supported temperance and 
was in favour of the franchise for land owning 
women. In parliamentary debate in 1883, he said: 
“The time is not far distant when the women of this 
country will have a vote. I am glad the Hon. First 
Minister has introduced a bill which will give the 
right of suffrage to a good many women.” The bill 
which he was supporting was first delayed and then 
amended. The bill that passed gave the vote to 
working men, but not land owning women, although 
that franchise too was taken away by Parliament in 
1898. 

John White died in Victoria, British Columbia, 
on September 24, 1894. Upon the orders of his wife 
Esther, the body was sent home for burial without 
being embalmed or medically examined. Back home 
in Belleville, the official cause of death was quietly 
attributed to kidney stones. 

Akenson’s research left him convinced that 
John White was in fact Eliza, but even he admits 
“that the reality can never be known”. In the preface 


10 


to the book, he suggests that “in a culture where most 
historical records have been made and preserved by 
males it is very difficult to get at the true stories 
about women’s lives.” 

While this is undoubtedly true, it’s a woefully 
inadequate explanation for the difficulty in unearth- 
ing the true story behind John White. John White's 
life was not a woman’s life at all. If he was indeed 
born female, then it is a trans life that was suppressed 
and hidden from history. The overriding, genitally 
defined categories of man and woman are the true 
culprits. Until people learn how inadequate these 
categories truly are to comprehend the human 
experience, then historians are doomed to only an 
incomplete understanding of the lives of people like 
John White. 


At Face Value: The Life and Times of Eliza 
McCormack/John White is an “imaginative recon- 
struction”. Akenson blends history with fiction to 
flesh out the details of John White’s life and to 
give the reader a good sense of the times in 
which he lived. Imaginative reconstruction was a 
form of historical scholarship that was popular 
until roughly the Second World War, but it can be 
somewhat awkward for the modern reader. It 
reads like good historical fiction, but the book 
itself is promoting a valid theory about John 
White’s life. Fortunately, Akenson has listed at 
the back of the book the sources he used to trace 
John White’s life from Donegal, Ireland to 
Belleville, Ontario. It enables the reader to trace 
the actual historical record and provides suffi- 
cient proof to convince the skeptic that Akenson 
may be on to something. 

For the most part, Akenson demonstrates a 
welcome awareness of trans identities. Although 
there are the female emancipation justifications 
common to any story about female to male trans 
people, nevertheless Akenson understands that 
much of John White's motivation was also rooted 
in his “nature”. Akenson is smart enough to 
know that this type of an inquiry “can carry so 

many unexamined assumptions about gender 
that it obscures more than it illuminates”. All the 
more surprising then, that he occasionally relies 
on the male female binary to make sense of John 
White’s life. Nevertheless, At Face Value is good 
research presented in an entertaining fashion. 
Originally published in 1990 by McGill-Queen’s 
University Press, At Face Value is still in print. 


Triple Echo October - November 2001 


Transsexualism and the 
Sexology Conference 


The 15th World Congress of Sexology reveals that sexolo- 
gists are not all on the same page when it comes to trans- 
sexualism. This is not a bad thing. 


f° ane of the hot topics at the 15th World 
Congress of Sexology this summer in Paris 
- aside from the ever popular sexual dys- 
function - was transsexualism. The scientific 
program devoted to it featured meetings and 
papers on a variety of topics ranging from ad- 
vances in surgery to transsexual relationships. 

The abstracts published on the congress 
website (www.parisexo-2001.com) also suggest a 
divide between what I call old and new thinking on 
trans issues. Some trans professionals are still 
asking questions that, in my mind anyway, have 
long since been answered. In part this may be due 
to the international roster of participants, many of 
whom come from countries where trans people are 
even more marginalized than in North America. 

Harima Katsuki notes, for example, that 
there were only about 10 legal sex reassignment 
surgeries performed in Japan last year and that 
appeals by transsexuals to have their new status 
recognized legally have so far been unsuccessful. 
According to Katsuki, this is due to the "uniqueness 
of Japanese family registration system and profes- 
sionals’ lack of understanding.” Or to be more 
blunt, there is no will to change the current system 
to accomodate transsexuals. 

A number of presented papers also dealt 
with differences between the trans brain and the 
“normal” brain. While this is undoubtedly interest- 
ing and valuable research, it's utilitarian aspects are 
a little worrying. The purpose of these inquiries, 
according to Yoko Kawamura, was to "develop 
objective quantitative criteria for diagnostics in 
order to improve the credibility of diagnosis and to 
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aid in decisions as to whether a patient is eligible 
for sex reassignment surgery.” It is a little scary to 
think you might be denied surgery if your corpus 
callosum isn’t sufficiently “abnormal”. The object of 
this quest for some researchers is undoubtedly 
another form of gatekeeping, wherein the decision 
to transition is entirely up to the "professional" 
manning the gates of gender. 

This is what I mean by old thinking. There is 
a group of “professionals” who feel it is their right 
to dictate to trans people simply because they have 
the power to do so. The new thinking professionals 
are the ones who acknowledge that trans people 
often know more about gender than they do. They 
accept that our reality has validity and are more 
likely to incorporate that reality into their concep- 
tual understanding of transgenderism. 

For example, there is a paper by Elsa Almaas 
and E. E. Pirelli Benestad of Norway that acknowl- 
edges this shift in concepts and expressions of 
gender. 


The chasm between professional and queer understand- 
ing of gender is still in existence, but is being filled in by 
trans, bigenderd and androgynous professionals. The lay 
world is to an increasing degree accepting unusual 
gender expressions. Children who have qualified as 
gender disturbed, are being recognized as children whose 
gender disturbs...Gender and gender expressions are 
generally being widened and nuanced...We need to look 
closer for possible expiration dates on concepts and 
definitions within the realm of gender... 


Besides the welcome acknowledgement that the 


Ml 


mainstream concept of gender has in the past been 
limited, this paper also touches upon the thorny 
issue of trans youth. 

Another paper on the same subject by 
William Granzig of the USA is titled Gender Identity 
Disorders as Child Abuse. It presents a case history in 
which a state child protection agency filed child 
abuse charges against the mother of a 10 year old 
boy for "treating, dressing and socializing the male 
child as a girl." I would have loved to be treated, 
dressed and socialized as a girl when I was 10 and 
would hardly have considered it child abuse. I 
don't think the authorities would have paid any 
attention to what I wanted, however, just as they 
don't pay attention to adult trans people now. This 
is going to be a big issue in the future. Granzig's 
paper is as much concerned with his ability to do 
his job as a therapist free from state interference as 
it is about the trans child patient. 

The other major preoccupation about trans- 
sexuals concerned their sexuality and relationships. 
We are told by Dominique Chatton that sexual 
desire by patients suffering from "gender identity 
trouble is peculiar.” All the English abstracts are 
written by the researchers themselves and it is 
often clear that English is not their first language. 
Consequently, it would be unfair to jump on Ms. 
Chatton for her choice of language, particularly 
since the abstract is not entirely clear about what 
part of trans sexuality is "peculiar". She writes that 
a trans person "will have to experiment sexual 
excitation in an engaged manner on the sensorial, 
cognitive and affective level. Doing that, an authen- 
tically sexual desire is able to emerge." Geez, isn't 
that the definition of good sex for pretty well 
everyone, or am I missing something? 

Trans relationships were also under scrutiny. 
After noting that the number of female to male 
transsexuals is increasing, Giorgia Della Giusta 
finds it “difficult to explain" the frequency with 
which they establish relationships with male to 
female transsexuals. She suggests that a "post- 
rationalist epistemological approach tries to give an 
answer to this question starting from the thesis of 
the attachment theory.” Now, I have no idea what 
this means, but rather than a "post-rationalist 
epistemological approach’, I'd suggest that maybe 
transsexuals who enter into a relationship with 
each other have a lot in common! It's a prosaic 
explanation, and altogether far too obvious, but it 
sure makes things a whole lot easier when your 

partner doesn't have the gender hangups that so 
called normal people have. 

Randi Ettner, author of Confessions of a Gender 

Defender, was also a delegate at the congress. Her 


paper covered the same territory, but perhaps 
because Ettner has a tendency to think of trans 
people as people first her explanations for trans- 
sexuals forming relationships with one another 
begin with a little common sense. She discusses 
“the therapeutic meaning of these relationships as 
reparative to the self and as an antidote to shame." 

Still, I suspect more than a few transsexuals 
would resent their personal lives being investi- 
gated and that the representative sample of trans- 
sexuals for these studies would be skewed. After 
having to jump through the hoops that profession- 
als have put up for them for so long, most trans- 
sexuals would prefer to get on with their lives and 
no longer be subjected to probing. 

Anumber of papers presented at the con- 
gress still debated the morality of transsexuality, 
albeit in the kind of professional language that is 
often used to obscure gender prejudices. What is 
odd, however, is that while this debate was going 
on amongst some trans professionals, the surgeons 
were presenting papers on how to improve the 
results of sex reassignment surgery, particularly for 
female to male transsexuals. They seem entirely 
unconcemed with the social aspects of 
transsexuality that some of the psychiatrists find so 
upsetting. While I'm reluctant to read too much 
into this, nevertheless I'm left with a feeling of 
optimism by it. There is no psychiatric solution to 
transsexuality, and if there is a social solution 
whereby trans people can live in society without 
the surgery, then trans activists are addressing that 
problem. The old thinkers are clinging to their 
opinions but are becoming progressively more 
irrelevant. 
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Your own personal 


trans crisis 


By Teddy Michaels 


Ottawa Citizen, June 29, 2001: 

FORT QU'APPELLE, Sask. A former professional chef 
who learned how to castrate farm animals as a boy was 
given a suspended sentence yesterday for removing the 
testicles of a man who wanted a sex change. Gary 
Gillingwater, 57, apologized for his actions in provincial 
court after he pleaded guilty to unlawfully causing bodily 
harm.....Judge Kenn Bellerose imposed an 18-month 
suspended sentence and also prohibited Mr. Gillingwater 
from using the Internet, where he met his victim, although 
the judge conceded the procedure was “a consensual act 
on the part of the complainant.” 

"In fairness to him (Gillingwater), | don't think there 
was any intent to cause bodily harm,” Judge Bellerose 
said. 

The 28-year-old victim, an Alberta man who cannot 
be named due to a court order, “found himself in a desper- 
ate situation," said Crown prosecutor Lane Wiegers. 

“For years he had viewed himself as a woman trapped in a 
man's body." 


“WV swent through my own personal trans crisis 
recently, one of those periodic spasms of trans life 
that either profoundly alter the course you take 

in your life’s journey or in the end merely destabilize 

you for awhile. 

Most trans people who are not the mythical 
primary transsexuals we've all heard about will 
know what I’m talking about. Primary transsexuals 


know early in life they are in the wrong body and 
calmly set out to correct the problem as soon as 
possible. Even trans professionals, known more for 
establishing roadblocks than for waving you through, 
are sympathetic to their cause. 

Whether or not such a creature exists, the 
solution for the rest of us slightly less “gender 
dysphoric” people is usually to avoid the problem for 
as long as possible. We go about living so-called 
normal lives until the internal pressures of being 
trans reach breaking point. Then our fears, whatever 
they may have been, no longer paralyze us because 
our instinct for self-preservation takes over. 

Many trans people go through several crises 
over the course of their lives. Their first trans crisis 
usually compels them to throw off their fear long 
enough to find others like themselves. They partici- 
pate in the trans support group subculture that gives 
them the necessary breathing space to continue 
living. Some trans people are content at this level, 
and while they may not be completely satisfied, 
nevertheless they can complement this limited 
freedom with other aspects of their life to create a 
relatively balanced whole. 

The interesting and scary thing about being 
trans, however, is that your true nature rises to the 
top eventually. It will not be silenced; it will not leave 
you alone. Gradually and unrelentingly gender 
becomes a consuming obsession. Most conventionally 
gendered people cannot understand this state of 
mind, something which trans people find astonish- 
ing. As Rhiannon asks in an issue of Crossroads 
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magazine, “How can it be that something so power- 
ful can be taken for granted by nearly everyone?!” 

The second trans crisis, when it comes, usually 
occurs when the first stage of trans life no longer 
works anymore. Your incorrect gender becomes an 
itch that no amount of occasional scratching will 
alleviate. Your constructed life begins to crumble 
under the pressure. The only solution seems to be to 
“live full time”, a charming trans expression that 
captures both the intent of living permanently in 
your desired gender while at the same time suggest- 
ing that what you’ve been doing up to this point 
cannot be considered full time living. And hand in 
hand with full time living is the question of whether 
it is time to consider surgery. 


At the session that day, my therapist and I talked about the 
anxiety attack, about my continuing thoughts of suicide, 
and she asked me again to list the reasons why I didn't 
want to go ahead and live as a woman. As I listed each 
reason, it was like the sun burst through the window: the 
whole room became brighter and I could “see” my future; 
each reason seemed silly in comparison to the happiness I 
now felt in consciously embracing the possibility of sex 
reassignment surgery. She could see in my face my 
decision, and simply said, “It has been a long road, hasn't 
if?” 


Dr. Kristin Rachael quoted in Confessions of a Gender 
Defender, by Randi Ettner 


They don’t call transsexualism the uninvited 
dilemma for nothing. For most trans people, chang- 
ing your sex is something you would really rather not 
do. The personal and material cost is enormous, and 
yet many people still seem to think transsexuals do 
this on a whim. It’s as if it were some stubbornly 
willful act trans people pull just to upset the lives of 
their family and friends. 

Most trans people have so effectively 
compartmentalized their feelings that for many years 
they’re able to function relatively normally. In the end 
this works against them in a number of ways. First, 
people seem to think that the compartmentalized life 
they’ve created is “normal” and their need to break 
free from it is neurotic. And second, your carefully 
constructed life breaks down, inevitably at some 
highly inconvenient moment. That's the trans crisis 
that brings you to your knees and hopefully to your 
moment of truth. 

And yet, down on our knees, we still hope for 
another solution. Erica Rutherford, in her autobiogra- 
phy Nine Lives, describes her own reluctance to 
proceed this way: 


Still, [harboured a faint hope that the right therapist could 
help me to confront myself and still reach some kind of 
compromise. If only I could find someone who really 
understood transsexualism, I could find out if this really 
was the final diagnosis. If it wasn't, then at least I could 
have stability in my precarious emotional life. There was 
no way that I could continue with the submerged explosive 
force eating away at me every day. 


There is much in this quote that is familiar. The 
trans need for categorization, for example. If we can 
identify what we are, we’ll know what to do. 
(Rutherford changed sex in the 70s, which partially 
explains her reliance on therapists to tell her who she 
is.) In reality, we are pretty well assembling the parts 
of our trans identity as we go along. Richard Ekins, in 
his book Male Femaling, calls this constituting and 
then consolidating male femaling. I would suggest 
that much of this constituting and consolidating 
occurs in the crucible of the trans crisis. There is a 
greater urgency to make sense of your life when your 
life is no longer making sense. You need to renegoti- 
ate its meaning, because the current one doesn’t work 
anymore. 


lam reminded of a friend I spoke with whom I addressed as 
a woman. She'd been considering surgery between bouts of 
crossdressing and deep depression. She responded that she 
could not ever possibly be a woman, since she had a big 
belly, hairy arms, and a penis. I responded that that was 
exactly the kind of woman I liked. 


Riki Anne Wilchins, Read My Lips 


Transgenderism is such an amazing mind trip. 
It’s hardly surprising that psychologists and psychia- 
trists find us endlessly fascinating. There are many 
lessons to be learned about gender and human 
psychology from the incredible labyrinth we travel, if 
we could but articulate the journey. Every trans 
journey is unique, and yet, because we are human 
and our minds operate in much the same way, there 
is a commonality to our experience. 

Which brings me back to my own personal 
trans crisis. 

When I first began publishing Triple Echo, I got 
a call from a trans woman who had received a copy 
and was interested in knowing more about it. Some- 
where during the conversation she asked me what I 
was, a question that at first stumped me, in part 
because I was surprised that she asked and in part 
because I prefer not to attach a label to who I am. I’ve 
always had strong cross gender desires, but, like Riki 
Wilchins’ friend, didn’t think I could ever be a 
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In certain so-called primitive cultures, a trans person who 
wished to go through transition would go through a gender 
change ritual or ceremony and from that time forward they'd 
be confirmed in their gender of choice..., in our society that 
gender change ritual has become the sex change operation. 


woman because, in my particular case, I’m 6’3" tall, 
have a deep voice and wear a size 13 woman’s shoe. I 
have always felt that I have the personality to bea 
well-adjusted woman, but my awareness of my body 
has always had a formidable effect on my psyche. 
Many of my trans friends dismiss this by telling me 
that there are plenty of tall women around, some 
who are even 6’3”" tall. This is true, of course, but to 
be able to pass as a woman in this society I’d needa 
more comprehensive bodily modification than sex 
change surgery could possibly offer. A sex change 
would change absolutely nothing about my life, 
except perhaps affording me the few legal protections 
that transsexuals have in some areas. It certainly 
wouldn’t provide me with an easier integration into 
society nor that authenticity as a woman that so 
many male-to-female trannies need. 

Knowing this has always had a profound effect 
on my conception of who I am and on the decisions 
I’ve made in my life. Like all trans people who don’t 
live in their gender of choice, I’ve managed to con- 
struct an identity that works for me, or at least it 
works for me up to a certain point. I’m also painfully 
aware of its shortcomings. The construction of a 
workable identity that overlays, obscures, and yet 
still incorporates your genuine personality is the 
basis of the trans labyrinth. The more workable the 
identity you create the more reluctant you are to let it 
go later for an identity that may be personally prefer- 
able but socially unacceptable. As I mentioned earlier, 
however, these constructed identities have a way of 
unraveling and if you do not adapt you find yourself 
deep in the middle of a trans crisis. 

So it happened that at some point last spring 
those strong cross gender desires of mine began to 
take over my life again. Since my body was a kind of 
fixed point around which I felt I couldn’t manoeuvre, 
I didn’t have the flexibility in conceptualizing myself 
as a woman. Nevertheless, the nature of the crisis 
forced me to reconsider once again the way I was 
living my life. There isn't a lot of flexibility in gender 
expression in our society, particularly for born males, 


and so if that's not working for you, there is only one 
other choice. 

People develop their identities through epi- 
sodic memories of their life. The intensity of my 
obsession with gender caused me to recall, and 
perhaps place undue emphasis upon, certain memo- 
ries that I had. 

When I was eleven-years-old - before I had my 
unfortunate growth spurt - I attended Polish school 
on Saturday mornings. The adults in the community 
had set up the school to teach us Polish language and 
culture and one morning they applied pressure on 
me to participate in the Polish dance troop, a sugges- 
tion I adamantly refused. Then I happened to look 
out on the dance floor and saw all the girls out there, 
laughing and talking together before dance practice. 
They were wearing the traditional dress: ribbons in 
their hair, white blouses, embroidered black vests, 
colourful skirts, black ballerina type slippers, even 
nylons! Suddenly, I wanted to be out there with them 
and the idea popped into my head, “Maybe they’ let 
me dance as a girl.” What a ludicrous idea! But I 
wanted it so much that I almost made myself believe 
it was credible. And then I tuned back in and the man 
who was still talking and trying to convince me was 
saying something about not enough boys signing up 
to dance. Boys? Me? I was horrified. No! 

This memory, and many others like it, had a 
deep poignancy for me because I realized how 
thoroughly I had suppressed my genuine feelings for 
the sake of my body. I was constituting myself as a 
transsexual woman, and it was very easy to do so. 
But simply because I have these emotions, I can’t will 
them into a workable reality. No sex change can ever 
do that for me. 

In certain so-called primitive cultures, a trans 
person who wished to go through transition would 
go through a gender change ritual or ceremony and 
from that time forward they’d be confirmed in their 
gender of choice. As Deirdre McCloskey points out in 
her book Crossing, in our society that gender change 
ritual has become the sex change operation. We live 
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| was struck by how often 
trans people do not want to 
face the things they know and 
how often they continue to 
look for other solutions to the 
“uninvited dilemma’. 


in a society where appearance and standardization 
and legalities are vitally important. Gender change is 
possible under these strictly prescribed conditions. 
Unfortunately, these conditions do not work for all 
trans people. They will not provide the necessary 
outcome for living a fully integrated life that is 
without conflict. 

My body, with all its many masculine cues, 
will always ensure that Iam considered a man, even 
when I present myself as a woman. With that male 
identification comes all the baggage I abhor Despite 
his, I moved away again from constituting myself as 
i transsexual woman. My escape from my trans crisis 
came more or less from a reconfirmation of the 
direction I was travelling. It was my frustration at not 
having achieved the goals I had set for myself that 
knocked me off my game. This is not to suggest that 
equilibrium was restored overnight nor that all is 
smooth and easy once again. You do not wake up 
from a trans crisis and everything is fine. 

Through my reading in preparation for this 
article I was struck by how often trans people do not 
want to face the things they know and how often 
they continue to look for other solutions to the 
“uninvited dilemma”. Having come to terms with the 
things I explored during my last trans crisis, I find 
the grip I have on my maleness is hardly iron-fisted. 
All trans people get tired of the bullshit occasionally 
and we all would prefer a quick solution to the 
enduring quandary that defines our lives. For many 
of us, however, there are no final solutions. The 
quandary itself is the thing that makes your life 
important. I know well how inadequate a solution 
that is for a severe trans crisis. It is difficult to accept 
the possibility of no final solution because it means 
that the personal hardship and the constant struggle 
to find a place in the world must continue. But 
difficult things often provide you with glimpses of 
the truth and the world is hardly an enlightened 
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place anyway. You pick yourself up and you keep 
going, and you hope the next trans crisis is no worse 
than the last one. 
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Feature Book 


The Life and 
Opinions of 
Deirdre 
McCloskey 


Crossing is a both an annoying book and a 
highly entertaining one. 


Reviewed by Alison Terry 


he first thing you notice is the woman on the 
cover laughing uproariously. What's wrong 


with her? She's transsexual; doesn't she know 
she's supposed to be miserable? 

Perhaps it's because she claims always to have 
been a fairly happy person, even when she was living 
as a man. The woman on the cover is Deirdre 
McCloskey, a university professor of economics and 
history, who once led a fairly conventional trans life 
of dressing in private and occasionally going out to 
social events organized by the local trans support 
group. She told her wife that she was a heterosexual 
crossdresser and her wife accommodated these urges 
by allowing her to dress up once in awhile. Unfortu- 
nately for her wife, McCloskey came to realize 
she wasn't like most of the other members, who were 
sitting around exchanging stories about the Chicago 
Bears while their wives were preparing the food and 
cleaning up. It came to her as a type of epiphany, a 
conviction that she wasn't really a man at all. She was 
53 when she decided to "cross". 

Being somewhat familiar with the emotional 
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journey, most trans people probably don't need to be 
convinced that her choice was the right one. Never- 
theless, McCloskey does indulge in what seems to me 
like an excessive amount of self-justification. She is 
forever romanticizing the goodness of women and 
pointing out the "woman's way" and how womanly 
she is for doing things that way. It becomes tiresome. 
When she considers writing postcards a “womanly 
duty", my bullshit meter went completely haywire. 

In the preface she recognizes and apologizes 
for this stereotyping and explains it was how 
she "felt at the time". This is an admission worth 
probing, because it suggests much about the 
trans mind and how we form our identities. The truth 
is, though I found McCloskey's gender stereotyping 
excessive and irritating, I realized at the same time 
that it was probably necessary. 

At the core of her being, she knew she had a 
woman's sensibility and yet to gain acceptance as a 
woman in a society that wouldn't otherwise accept 
her as a woman, it was necessary to observe 
stereotypical feminine qualities and then pursue 
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them. Indeed, McCloskey does this with great 
pleasure and with due diligence. 

Unfortunately, this makes male to female trans 
people vulnerable to that familiar charge 
of being “constructed women". Some women, par- 
ticularly radical feminists, like to revel in the 
idea of pure womanhood, even though they can't 
define it themselves. About the only thing they 
will allow is that a person born male can't be one. The 
female to male trans person can go to pathetic 
lengths in her quest for authenticity, but it’s a never 
ending journey if she doesn't have the inner strength 
and confidence to realize at some point that enough 
is enough. It brings to mind Eleanor Roosevelt's 
observation that no one can make you feel bad about 
yourself without your permission. 

Still, the fact is that society's views of woman- 
hood are perhaps not much different than those of 
radical feminists. You have to play the game to some 
extent. Our society places a great emphasis on 
appearance, and so passing becomes crucial not just 
to our identities but also our survival. 

Because McCloskey was, by virtue of her 
profession, a member of the upper middle class, she 
was able to afford a range of operations that the 
average trans person couldn't afford, including 
cosmetic and voice surgery. The total cost was around 
$90,000, which included fixing things that didn't 
quite work out the first time around. 

McCloskey's book is full of issues to argue 
about and this is one of them. McCloskey, being an 
economist, makes a grumpy comment about Cana- 
dian socialized medicine and how Canadian trans 
people don't want to have "gender dysphoria” 
removed from the DSM because the diagnosis en- 
sures access to care in our health system. This is too 
large an issue to argue about in a book review, but I 
don't think the average mired-in-poverty Canadian 
trans person will have much time for the views of 
someone who is able to spend $90,000 on her appear- 
ance. 

Given the fact that fewer Canadian health 
plans are paying for the surgery, however, McCloskey 
may have a point. Here is her complaint to her own 
insurer, Blue Cross: 


The DSM-IV you rely on calls transsexuality a ‘disorder,’ 
and unusually among such ‘disorders’ this one has a cure 
- surgical, including facial surgery. But then you won't 
pay for it. You can't have it both ways. Either it’s a 
personal choice, in which case the psychiatrists should butt 
out, or it’s a disorder, in which case medical insurance 
should pay for the cure. 


McCloskey has an axe to grind with psychia- 


trists, and well she should. If this book is anything, it 
is an indictment of the incompetence of the psychiat- 
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ric profession. Her sister, a professor of psychology, 
repeatedly tried to have McCloskey declared men- 
tally incompetent. She was first hauled away by 
police prior to having surgery on her nose. It's a mind 
blowing story of how, without effective legal counsel, 
she could possibly have been committed for "six 
months. A year. Three." For a nose job. 

Of course, it wasn't the nose job that had 
everyone concerned, but what it might possibly 
be leading up to. McCloskey won the first battle, but 
it was hardly the last. She was hauled off again and 
again, once just prior to delivering a paper ata 
conference. Her sister said she was doing it out of 
love. Her sister's actions were so outrageous that 
even the police who had come for her were sympa- 
thetic. One of the officers asked whether the warrant 


| don't think the average 
mired-in-poverty Canadian 
trans person will have much 
time for the views of some- 
one who is able to spend 
$90,000 on her appearance. 


they had which obliged them to take away an obvi- 
ously sane individual was because of a money 
dispute. It's a frightening story about the undue 
influence psychiatrists have over the lives of trans 
people. 

In fact, there is much in this book that is scary. 
McCloskey's entire marriage family - her ex-wife, son 
and daughter - all disowned her. Initially McCloskey 
seems completely insensitive to her wife's difficulty 
with her transition, even haranguing her for not 
staying with her. You have to give McCloskey credit 
for being honest enough to reveal those moments 
when she appears completely cruel, like when she 
calls her wife “a pathetic failure" for not standing by 
her during transition. Of course, McCloskey's wife 
hardly comes out looking like a saint herself. While 
McCloskey has a better understanding years later of 
not just her wife's fears but those of her son and 
daughter also, nevertheless at book's end there is no 
happy ending to that particular aspect of 
McCloskey’s crossing. 

McCloskey is well read and a good writer. It 
makes her memoir a good read, even if at times you 
find yourself firmly disagreeing with her. Crossing 

Conclusion page 20 
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Books 


Only 
Partially 
True 


Two examples of autobiographical 
fiction; two different results. 


Reviewed by Teddy Michaels 


Oil & Gasoline: A Story of Two Survivors, by 
Billi Gordon and Taylor-Anne Wentworth. 
Alyson Publications, 1991. ISBN 1-55583-191-5 
(paper). 


Sarah, by J. T. Leroy. Bloomsbury, 2001. ISBN 1- 
58234-146-X 


These two books represent opposite ends of some- 
thing called autobiographical fiction. Both stories are 
essentially true, but as the note at the front of Oil and 
Gasoline says, “certain characters and events were 
created for dramatic and literary purposes.” Unfor- 
tunately, in the case of Oil and Gasoline, it doesn't 
work. 

Oil and Gasoline is the story of two women - 
sisters-in-law, actually - who become best friends. 
Through a collection of letters and diary entries they 
begin to unravel the sexual abuse they endured 
while they were children. Oh yes, and late in the 
book one of them discovers she is really a man. 


It’s the strangest thing ...all of these years, I've thought of 
myself as a woman. But the fact of the matter is I’m a man 
... biologically. The mind is so much stronger than the 
body ... and the world the body lives in. I've gone through 
my whole life believing that I was a woman. 


It's difficult to tell from this whether this discovery 
came as a shock to her or whether she knew she had 
the body of a man, but always believed she was truly 
a woman. Logically, the reader thinks, "Well, of 


course she knew she had the body of a man; how 
could she not know?" But the rest of story suggests 
otherwise. In fact, Ruby doesn’t even consider 
herself transsexual. She calls herself a transvestite. 

After making this discovery, she reveals it to 
her therapist, who declares that to be truly on the 
“path of healing” she must be honest with everyone 
about her gender. So she tells everybody in the 
neighbourhood and ends up getting her car 
scratched and her house spray painted “faggot” and 
“freak”, : 

Well, that was good advice. 

The whole thing is so confusing it leaves the 
reader begging to know what part of this story is 
made up and what part is actually true. 

You would think that a story about the devel- 
oping friendship of two survivors of child sexual 
abuse, one of whom is trans, wouldn’t require 
dramatic augmentation. The authors had something 
important to say, but couldn’t find the courage to say 
it precisely. I can understand the inclination to 
protect yourself, especially for survivors of sexual 
abuse, but it’s not a desirable frame of mind when 
writing a book. At the very least, one should strive to 
make sense. 

The confusion is compounded by the episto- 
lary style of the book. Who in these days writes this 
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many letters? It's not convincing and detracts from 
the power of their experiences. 

In the afterword, the authors write, “We did 
not sit down with the intention to write this book”. 
They should have paid heed to their original in- 
stincts. 

Like Oil & Gasoline, Sarah is also a work of 
“autobiographical fiction”, but its depiction of child 
sexual abuse is ultimately more disturbing. Sarah is a 
12-year-old trans girl who joins her mother and a 
number of other mostly under age, “lot lizards” 
doing tricks at a truck stop in West Virginia. Sarah 
both emulates her mother and vainly tries to win her 
affections. In Sarah’s world, child abuse is normal 
and skill at performing tricks is regarded as being 
successful. Immersed in this warped reality and too 
young to know better, she seeks to make her reputa- 
tion as a lot lizard at another truck stop down the 
highway. Oh, there’s a type of happy ending, but 
enly when you consider what she’s been through and 

‘nat she still does for a living. It’s hard to speak of 
:.appy endings in a book about pimps, whores, child 
abuse and sexual slavery. 

Sarah was written two years ago when the 
author was just 19. J. T. Leroy is a gifted writer who 
demonstrates a remarkable facility with words. 
Because the book is occasionally funny and the 
language lyrical, it can seduce you into being com- 
placent about what's going on here. To judge by 
some of the reviews quoted on the book’s cover, this 
happened far too often. The New York Times Book 
Review claimed the language transformed “the 
tawdriness of hustling into a world of lyrical and 
grotesque beauty.” Tawdriness? This is horrifying 
child abuse, not tawdriness. And aside from the 
language, there is no beauty here whatsoever. An- 
other reviewer even called it “fun”. Fun?! Are you 
people completely insane? 

J. T. Leroy left home with his mother at age 13. 
To finance their cross country trip, his mother would 
occasionally turn tricks at truck stops. She aban- 
doned him in San Francisco and left him to survive 
the way millions of other street kids around the 
world survive, by hustling. Off the streets at 15, he 
was encouraged by his therapist to try writing asa 
type of therapy. He lives a reclusive life in San 
Francisco now and conducted most of the interviews 
that followed from the success of Sarah by telephone. 

Leroy says that he would occasionally trick as 
a girl while at other times people would mistake him 
for a girl. “I liked the way people would treat you 
when they think you’re a pretty girl, they’re just nicer 
in general.” Although he thinks it’s “important 
politically to define yourself”, he has difficulty ; 
defining his own identity. He admits to being still 
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“really fucked up”. 

Although the success of Sarah has trans- 
formed his life, Leroy is still living the life of the 
child sexual abuse victim that he so eloquently 
wrote about in his book. It’s a good book, but how 
anyone could consider it fun is beyond me. 


The Life and Opinions of Deirdre McCloskey 
(Continued) 


should be on the reading list of every trans 
book club. It's guaranteed to inspire a lively 
discussion. 

One final complaint. I don't understand 
how a respected publisher like the University of 
Chicago Press could let slip so many of 
McCloskey's inaccuracies. Although she goes to 
the movie and refers to it on numerous occa- 
sions, she seems to think it's called To Won Foo. 
It's To Wong Foo, dammit! And Holly 
Woodlawn's wickedly titled memoir A Low Life 
in High Heels becomes, in McCloskey's hands, 
the infinitely duller A Life in High Heels. Mean- 
while Barry Humphreys, the creator of Dame 
Edna, becomes what's-his-name, "that Austral- 
ian comedian.” That's just laziness, and it 
reflects poorly on McCloskey and the editors at 
the University of Chicago. 
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Serial Fiction 


Tara Taylor - 
Transwoman 


Episode Four: Counterstrike 


“You're a pioneer, Tara. Did they 
tell you that?” Kate was scrutiniz- 
ing her coolly, maintaining the 
distance she had established 
during their telephone conversa- 
tion. 

Tara and William had come 
up a back staircase and entered 
the large kitchen of a second floor 
apartment. 

“Did who tell me that?” 
Tara said, annoyed. 

“Your doctors. You're the 
first person to have transgender 
corrective surgery, as far as we 
know anyway.” 

“Lucky me.” 

Tara had never found Kate 
to be especially warm, but her 
disinclination to trust Tara and 
welcome her as a friend was fast 
becoming tiresome. Kate ignored 
her sarcastic reply and made the 
introductions. 

"You've obviously met 
William, and this is Kim," she 
said, indicating a tall woman 
leaning against the counter, "and 
David.” 

“We're curious about the 
operation, Tara,” David cut in, 
manly and to the point. He was 
taller and heavier than William, 
with piercing steel grey eyes. 
“What can you tell us about it?” 

“Not much: It was done 
without my consent. I woke up in 
the hospital afterwards and I 
thought I was a man, although I 


could remember everything 
about my life before the proce- 
dure. It just seemed to me that it 
had been wrong, as if had been 
suffering from some mania. It 
was a relief in a way. My problem 
seemed solved.” 

Everyone was quiet for a 
moment. Finally Kate spoke up. 

“It sounds like the magic 
cure all. Take a pill and you won’t 
be trans anymore. It’s what 
they've been looking for all these 
years.” 

“Yeah, but it doesn’t work. 
It’s like they set me back ten 
years. All my transgender feel- 
ings have started to reassert 
themselves, but I’m afraid and 
guilty and feel miserable about 
them.” 

“You were comfortable 
with yourself before,” Kate said. 
“What would happen if they 
performed the surgery ona 
trannie that wasn’t as out as you 
once were?” 

Tara thought for a second. 

“T don’t know,” she said. 
“She might be able to live as a 
man, but she wouldn't be genu- 
ine. The surgery impairs her 
ability to find out who she really 
is. It can't be good for her mental 
health.” 

“So, how do we stop 
them?” This was William. “I 
presume we’re all in agreement 
that this is not a good thing? Or 
do we have the right to forbid 
other trannies this treatment over, 
say, sex change surgery?” 

“But it doesn't work, 
William. They're using us as 
guinea pigs for their own social 
experiment. They're deciding 
who we should be.” Kate said. 

“All we can do is tell the 
truth. That's our best weapon,” 
Tara said. 

“And how do we do that? 
It’s not like we have access to the 
media,” Kim put in. 

“I've been doing some 
thinking about that,” Tara said, 
“And I may have a plan.” 
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The unruly mob of report- 
ers and photographers jostled for 
position. A good transgender 
story always sold newspapers 
and this was an especially good 
one. 

Tara was in the middle of 
the dais, flanked on the left side 
by Dr. Doright who had achieved 
some eminence as the first sur- 
geon to have successfully per- 
formed transgender corrective 
surgery. On Tara’s right sat Patty 
Smerlin, a public relations flack 
from the Social Services Depart- 
ment. 

Buck Rednek was there 
also. The leader of the Anti Trans 
Squad sat to the right of the 
efficient Ms. Smerlin, arms folded 
and square jaw set against this 
pathetic throng of journalists. 
Ambulance chasers! It certainly 
wasn't his idea to have this press 
conference, but when the govern- 
ment policy wonks asked him 
whether Taylor had had any 
relapses he had to admit that 
their surveillance revealed 
nothing out of the ordinary. Once 
Taylor had sold them on his 
desire to help others, there was 
no stopping them. News confer- 
ences followed by public service 
announcements. Dirk was suspi- 
cious. The government was 
anxious to promote their techno- 
logical solution to a problem Dirk 
knew would not be eradicated by 
simply offering an amnesty to 
trans perverts in exchange for an 
operation and a promise of a 
better life. 

Although this Tom Taylor 
fellow had apparently adjusted to 
life as a man, there was still 
something altogether too girly 
about him. It didn’t make much 
sense in Dirk's eyes for the 


government to be promoting Tom 
Taylor as a success story. They 
could have at least waited until 
he had shacked up with a girl- 
friend. That way they could have 
got the teary eyed bitch up on 
stage holding hands with her 
girly man while declaring her 
everlasting love. Dirk snorted, 
amused by the image. 

Finally Ms Smerlin called 
the press conference to order. Her 
face lit up with the practiced 
enthusiasm of the true profes- 
sional. Her performance was 
beginning. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, 
we’re here to announce a positive 
breakthrough that will give hope 
to thousands of desperately 
unhappy individuals. There are 
people in our society who suffer 
from a mental disease that causes 
them to want to live as members 
of the opposite sex. This disease, 
called transgenderism, if left 
unchecked threatens the very 
fabric of our society. The govern- 
ment today wishes to extend to 
these miserable individuals an 
olive branch. We recognize that 
previous attempts at helping the 
sadly deluded transgendered 
members of society have been 
somewhat heavy handed.” (Here 
Dirk Rednek, as the physical 
embodiment of “previous at- 
tempts” shifted uncomfortably in 
his chair.) “Through the work of 
dedicated professionals, however, 
we as a society are now able to 
offer an effective remedy for the 


misery of these unfortunate souls. 


Help is available through sur- 
gery! Today we wish to introduce 
Dr. Damien Doright, the pioneer 
of Transgender Corrective Sur- 
gery, and Dirk Rednek, the head 
of the Anti Trans Squad, who will 


"This disease 
called 
transgenderism, 
if left unchecked, 
threatens the 
very fabric of our 
society." 
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"I'm here to tell 
you that the 
whole thing is a 
fraud!" 


be coordinating the registration of 
trangendered patients who wish 
to apply, with complete amnesty, 
for the surgery that will change 
their lives forever!” 

Dr. Doright then took the 
position of honour, explained the 
nature of his work and fielded 
questions from the enthralled 
press. 

Pompous ass, thought 
Rednek, whose tum at the po- 
dium came next. The reporters 
asked him questions about the 
activities of the Anti Trans Squad. 
Though not an especially sensi- 
tive soul, Dirk could sense hostil- 
ity from the press regarding the 
activities of the squad in control- 
ling the transgendered popula- 
tion. The tide had shifted; 
transgenderism was a disease 
now, not a crime. His campaign 
for morality was being mocked, 
not overtly nor with malice, but 
regretfully, as a remnant of some 
past barbaric time when no one 
knew any better. 

The press conference was 
going from bad to worse for Dirk, 
and he still had to sit through the 
testimonial from that girly man 
Tom Taylor. 

Tom excused himself for 
being so nervous. He loosened his 
tie and unbuttoned his suit jacket. 
He started by relating something 
of his previous life, of how he had 
lived, worked and played asa 
woman. The photographers took 
pictures; the reporters scribbled 
in their pads. It was impossible to 
conceive that such people walk 
amongst us. He told of the dread- 
ful accident that betrayed his 
physical sex and the transforming 
surgery that rewired his brain 
and made a man out of him. 

“But I’m here to tell you 


that the whole thing is a fraud!” 

Suddenly Dirk’s ears were 
ringing. Did Tom Taylor really 
say what Dirk thought he had 
said? He looked up to see Tom 
grabbing the bottom of his dress 
shirt, one hand on each side, and 
ripping upwards, like Clark Kent 
in the process of transforming 
himself into Supergirl. The 
buttons of his shirt went pop, 
pop, pop and flew off in all 
directions. 

“T'm still trans! I denounce 
this surgery as a violation of trans 
people!” Underneath his shirt he 
was wearing a silk camisole 
trimmed in lace. 

Pandemonium ensued. 
Half the reporters stood trans- 
fixed, mouths agape, unable to 
comprehend what was going on. 
Some photographers kept shoot- 
ing, while Patricia Smerlin 
jumped to her feet in a desperate 
attempt to make everything right. 

“No, no, no!” she kept 
repeating, as the promising career 
she had carefully nurtured 
slipped away from her in the 


worst kind of disgusting debacle. | 


As Dirk Rednek scrambled 
to grab hold of the pervert re- 
sponsible for this mess, someone 
delivered a carefully timed pick, 
which sent him sprawling to the 
floor. It was David, who had been 
posing as a reporter and who was 
now ushering Tara to the exit, one 
hand under her arm, while 
strategically placed members of 
the trans underground briefly 
obstructed the crowd surging 
after her. 

“They’re liars!” The report- 
ers could still hear Tara screaming 
as she was being rushed through 
the door. “It’s all a pack of lies!” 


To be continued. 
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